The Eagles of Austerlitz
"Never again," he said, "shall I have a braver army,
nor shall any commander!"
The sun set gloriously on Austerlitz that day; but with
the evening shadows he did not rest* He still rode over
the field, ordering coats taken from the allied slain and
thrown over his wounded, bonfires to be built by them.
Later, when the moon came out from behind scudding
clouds, it revealed him on his knees, raising the head of
some wounded youth or veteran to pour down the reliev-
ing brandy. By his order a wagon filled with flasks fol-
lowed at his heels.
Once he turned to see a brown-cassocked figure edging
between the press of bodies. And on the austere features
the conqueror thought he detected a look of reproach.
"Ah, Monsieur Monk, I see that you think I like to bring
these poor fellows so low. But this is a soldier's life. It is
a priest's duty to point the way to heaven. Is there a
surer way than to die for one's country?"
No one save the God the brown one served, or professed
to serve, could have told just what was in the conqueror's
heart. Still, there was no curse on dying lips, in glazing
eye no look of reproach.
And this, too, should be written down, that the con-
queror's glance was sorrowful, his touch very gentle.